. Madam, when we two walked, the rest unheeding,
" I wish/' you said, " for poems where lovers use
to tell of ladies that they love and lose,
with lamentable voice and woe exceeding*
And therefore when in solitude I'm reading,
it is your saddest sonnets that I choose
to lead my willing feet down avenues,
where chiefly grows the blossom love-lies-bleeding/'
Tis a sweet fashion, madam, but you lie*
For were it true, would not your tears beguile
the heart your beauty pierces with a knife ?
You read my sonnets with a subtle eye
that weeps, like the Egyptian crocodile,
to further your designs upon my life.